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			For you. Who else?

		

	
		
			One Art

			The art of losing isn’t hard to master;

			so many things seem filled with the intent

			to be lost that their loss is no disaster.

			Lose something every day. Accept the fluster

			of lost door keys, the hour badly spent.

			The art of losing isn’t hard to master.

			Then practice losing farther, losing faster:

			places, and names, and where it was you meant

			to travel. None of these will bring disaster.

			I lost my mother’s watch. And look! my last, or

			next-to-last, of three loved houses went.

			The art of losing isn’t hard to master.

			I lost two cities, lovely ones. And vaster,

			some realms I owned, two rivers, a continent.

			I miss them, but it wasn’t a disaster.

			—Even losing you (the joking voice, a gesture

			I love) I shan’t have lied. It’s evident

			the art of losing’s not too hard to master

			though it may look like (Write it!) like disaster.

			—Elizabeth Bishop

		

	
		
			
				The Typing Lady

				An Author’s Note

			
			I first met the typing lady in a library. “Met” is not the right word. Let’s say I noticed her, became aware of her presence, caught sight of her out of the corner of my eye. She was sitting at a carrel, surrounded by books, typing furiously away on her laptop. It was the typing that drew my attention. The woman herself was nondescript: oldish, in her fifties or sixties, Asian-looking, with black-framed glasses and gray-streaked hair. Not the kind of person one would look at twice, were it not for the typing and the way she scanned the room like an automated monitoring device, her head swiveling one way until her neck reached its limit, then reversing to circle back the other way. She rarely glanced at her keyboard or her screen, yet her fingers never stopped moving, as if she were typing rapid, detailed field notes of her observations, determined not to miss anything.

			From time to time, she would pause to study a particular patron—a boy reading, a student sleeping—and I found this interesting because I was studying those same people too. (I wondered to what degree her observations correlated with mine. I would have given anything to see those notes of hers.) Whenever her head rotated in my direction, I pretended to be engrossed in the book on my desk. Her eyes never lingered on me for long. I guess she didn’t find me as interesting as I found her. But every time her gaze passed over me, like a shadow, I felt my hackles rise.

			Her desk, like mine, was always piled high with books for her research. Sometimes, when she stepped away, I would look at the titles. She read nonfiction mostly, books about philosophy and psychopharmacology, visions and dreams, revolution and madness. I remember seeing familiar names like Borges, Benjamin, and the Grimms, and noting that her tastes were not dissimilar to mine, which, for some reason, annoyed me. Week after week I watched her watching, and so the months passed.

			And then, one day, she stopped coming. At first I thought that something must have happened to her. She was not young, as I have said, and naturally I suspected the worst. One becomes fearful with age, anticipating disasters from the personal (heart attacks, strokes, cancers, dementias) to the global (wars, plagues, pestilence, pandemics). Had she gotten sick? Tripped and fallen down the stairs? Been hit by a delivery truck? The staff at our branch keep an eye on the regulars, so I went to the information desk and asked the librarian about the typing lady—did he know whom I meant? Older woman, in her fifties or sixties, black glasses, gray hair, part Asian, perhaps? Had he seen her?—but the librarian just gave me an odd look and shook his head. I knew what he was thinking. I have this power—although it’s not consistent—to see inside a person’s head and read their mind. Some minds, like the librarian’s, are transparent. Others, like the typing lady’s, are entirely opaque.

			I could see that the librarian thought I was imagining things—paranoid, hallucinating, or high on drugs. It did not escape his notice that the typing lady, as I described her, bore some resemblance to me, and as I walked away from the information desk, it occurred to me that perhaps he was right. Maybe I was experiencing some sort of psychic transference, projecting a doppelgänger into an unoccupied hole in the space-time continuum. Or maybe the typing lady was just in my head?

			I decided it was best to forget her, so I did, and went on with my life.

			But then, one day, about two years later, as I was passing a bookstore, I noticed a poster announcing a book launch for a new collection of short fiction by a local author, who, to my surprise, looked very much like the typing lady. I stopped to study the poster, and as I inspected the face in the photograph, I could see there were differences. For one thing, the author was elegantly made up and well put together. The typing lady, as I recalled, was unkempt and a little scruffy. I decided to attend the book launch and see for myself.

			…

			The owner of our local independent bookstore has a penchant for fantasy and science fiction, which is reflected in the shop’s décor and the titles she carries. Strings of crystals hang in the large front window, refracting light and casting ephemeral rainbows onto the shelves in the dark interior. When the door opens, letting in a slight breeze, the crystals begin to spin, causing the rainbows to dance across the books’ spines.

			There was a good turnout that day. The author, who may or may not have been the typing lady, seemed to have a loyal local readership, many of whom appeared quite familiar with her oeuvre. The bookstore owner introduced her and gave her an effusive welcome as she took her place at the podium. She was dressed entirely in gray. Her hair was more silvery than I remembered (if, indeed, I was remembering and not making her up), and she had traded her square black glasses for roundish, steely ones, presumably to match her hair. She greeted us warmly and then said she would read a story from the new collection. Part of the story was set in a library, and to my delight I recognized the setting as the one we had shared. But to my frustration, she stopped reading before revealing what happened there. She smiled and told us we’d have to buy the book to find out. Annoying.

			She then moved on to talk about writing—what she called her “process”—and finally took questions from the audience. These were what you might expect: questions about where her ideas for stories came from, about the voices of her characters and the political themes in her work. Someone asked why, after writing only novels, she had decided to switch to short fiction. She said she’d always admired the form and wanted a new challenge, and from there segued into a brief rant about time poverty and patience, diminishing attention spans, and the impact of digital technology on reading skills. Someone asked if she had noticed this in her students, and it became clear that two years earlier she had accepted a visiting writer position at a well-known East Coast liberal-arts college. Aha! I thought. That explained it, and I knew for certain that, despite her spruced-up appearance, this was the same woman I used to see typing at the library.

			She went on about how much she loved her students—these intense, talented, demanding young writers who were freaking out about all the very legitimate things there are to freak out about these days—but she found herself spending too much time on the institutional bureaucracy of higher ed, wrestling with the college’s cloud-based, integrated human-resources management platform, and attending emergency departmental meetings about pedagogy in the age of AI. She said she missed the old days when she was just a writer. I was sitting toward the back of the room, but at that moment I could have sworn she looked right at me.

			“What are you writing now?” someone asked, and she laughed. “Emails,” she said. She was so busy teaching and touring with the new book that she hadn’t written a word of fiction since she turned in her copyedits. Whenever she sat down to write, she fell asleep. She closed her eyes and ran her fingers through her silvery hair. The gesture was a bit theatrical.

			I bought a copy of her book and waited in line to get it signed. When my turn came and I approached the table where she sat, she glanced up at me, and it was like looking into a mirror. She must have felt it, too, because she gave me a puzzled stare. “You seem familiar,” she said. “Have we met?”

			I said we hadn’t, which was not a lie. I’d noticed her, been aware of her, studied her closely, but we’d never met. She frowned slightly, shook her head, and then opened her book—now my book—to the title page and asked if I’d like her to personalize it. For a moment, I was tempted to say yes, but what if I read it and didn’t like it? I didn’t want my name lingering inside a book I might sell or give away.

			“Just your signature,” I said, and she looked slightly offended.

			…

			I started reading it when I got home that night. The title of the first story in the collection—and the collection itself—was “The Typing Lady,” and in case you think this too much of a coincidence to be believed, I should explain that, prior to reading her story, I did not think of her as “the typing lady.” When I first noticed her typing at the library, she was just “that woman who is always typing at the library,” or simply “that writer.” I came to call her by the moniker only later, after I learned of her collection and read the eponymous title story that I am now about to recount, whose protagonist is also called “the typing lady.”

			I’m sorry if this is confusing.

			Anyway, as I was saying, I started reading her story when I got home that night and quickly realized, with a frisson of prurient delight, that it had to be autofiction. At last! I thought. A chance to peer inside her head, to glimpse that opaque mind.

			The typing lady (the protagonist), like the typing lady (the author), was a writer who traveled around giving lectures about her work at fancy East Coast colleges and universities. Driving through a Boston suburb after a lecture at Harvard, she passed an old typewriter store. She almost drove right by it, but at the last second she noticed an empty parking space in front, and on a whim she pulled over. The shop looked closed, but when she tried the door, it opened, and a bell tinkled overhead. The interior was dim, and it took a while for her eyes to adjust, but slowly she began to make out details. Dusty metal shelves lined the walls, upon which rested row after row of old manual typewriters. The typing lady had never seen so many typewriters in one place before, and as she gazed at these handsome old machines, she knew she must have one. The owner, hearing the bell, emerged from the workshop at the rear of the store to greet her. He cleared a space on an old wooden desk, handed her a stack of blank white paper, and told her to feel free to try any of the machines. Her gaze traveled along the rows.

			“They’re all so beautiful,” she said. “I don’t know where to start.”

			“Start anywhere,” he said. “Choose one that speaks to you and see how it feels. You’ll know the right one when you type on it.”

			A matte-black 1947 Remington Rand caught her eye. The round, black keys and soft curve of the top cover were familiar and pleasing. Her mother had owned a Remington like this. She lifted it from the shelf, carried it to the desk, slid a sheet of paper into the roller, and began to type.

			T he q uic k bro wn f ox jum ped ove r t he laz y d og.

			The space bar seemed sticky—the spaces erratic, words splitting, letters drifting—but the clack of the keys and the carriage return sounded exactly as she remembered from her childhood. Her mother used to type sonnets on her Remington Rand, which she submitted to the weekend Poetry Corner in their local newspaper. The typing lady remembered how, during the week after a submission, her mother would chain-smoke cigarettes as she waited to learn whether her poem would be chosen. Her father, a history professor who had published several well-regarded books about the Tudors, laughed at her. “Your mother has great ambitions,” he’d say. “She wants to see her name in print. She wants to be immortalized.”

			The typing lady remembered this. She remembered laughing at her mother too. It seemed funny at the time.

			When her mother died, she found the typed carbon copies of her sonnets in a filing cabinet, along with polite submission letters to the editor. In one manila folder lay a single newspaper clipping. It was a limerick, which read:

			There once was an unhappy wife

			Whose heart was tormented by strife.

			But with courage and grace,

			Her discontent she displaced,

			To embrace all the wonders of life.

			The poet’s name was printed underneath the verse, but it was not her mother’s name. Was it her mother’s poem? Had she published it under a pen name? As far as the typing lady knew, her mother didn’t write doggerel, so perhaps the limerick wasn’t hers. But then she found a second ditty, typed on the back of an old envelope. At first, it looked like a draft of the published poem, but after reading it, she wondered if her mother had written it later, in response.

			There once was an unhappy wife

			Who uprooted her strife with a knife.

			She carved out her heart,

			And took it apart,

			And so ended her unfulfilled life.

			The typing lady remembered all this as she set the Remington back on the shelf.

			The next typewriter she tried was an antique Underwood, circa 1930. It was a heavy machine, upright and cumbersome, and she knew it was wrong as soon as she started typing.

			Now is the time for all brave men

			The carriage was stiff, and the keys were stubbornly resistant, so she stopped before finishing the sentence. It was a Depression-era machine, and it reminded her of her father, who had always insisted that her mother’s death had been an accident.

			The next one was a watermelon-pink Olivetti Lettera, made in Italy in 1972. It was sleek and low, light to the touch. The keys were responsive, and so she quickly typed:

			Pack my box zith five dowen liquor jugs.

			The letters were all working, and the italic typeface was nice, but the keyboard had a European QZERTY rather than a QWERTY layout, which she hadn’t noticed at first. She tried again, more slowly:

			Waltz, bad nymph, for quick jigs are vexing,

			before concluding that her fingers would never remember where the W and Z keys were, and that anyway, the pink was distracting.

			It took her almost three hours, but in the end she left the store with a plain gray-green 1956 Royal, with a solid metal body and a double gothic typeface. It was a workmanlike machine, nothing flashy. She took it home and set it on her dining room table. A week later, after a lecture at Columbia, she bought a second one—a 1940 Smith-Corona with a pica typeface—at a typewriter store near Gramercy Park. The third she bought on eBay: a two-toned German Olympia, with a rare senatorial sans-serif typeface. The fourth…

			Her dining room table was soon covered with old typewriters. Reminded of stories she had read about hoarders, she worried she might be going overboard, but she couldn’t help herself. The machines were so beautiful. She liked typing at night, a tumbler of Irish whiskey at hand, after her other work was done. She was enchanted by the physicality of typing, how her fingers had to labor for each letter, and though it was awkward and slow at first, her hands remembered the work. Her ears remembered the clack of the keys, the margin bell, and the carriage return. Her mind remembered how to think slowly enough for her fingers to keep up. She liked how the keys struck the page with letters and words, leaving a tangible impression of her ideas that she could not delete, even the mistaken ones.

			As her thoughts slowed, strange things began to happen. Her fingers typed sentences that at first she didn’t recognize as hers, and then the sentences turned into characters with desires she couldn’t control. It was as if they were germinating inside the typewriters themselves, and she began to wonder whether there might be some kind of mechanism—something highly responsive and even interactive, like an organ inside a human body or an algorithm in a large language model—that was producing these texts. Little by little she saw that the characters and stories she was typing were not entirely unknown to her; indeed, the more she typed, the more familiar they became. The typewriters seemed to be learning her.

			She started to recognize things on the page: random objects from old stories; discarded characters from early drafts; settings, plot points, and symbols she had used in the past and then forgotten. These fictional elements were like ghostly relics—refugees from earlier work that had somehow found their way back, seeking shelter deep inside these antique machines—waiting for the right time to resurface on the page, to resume their old lives or even find new ones.

			And this was the astonishing part: these old elements not only found new lives, they were lives unlike any she had ever thought to type before. They were the lives of others. Some of them were small and unremarkable (like her mother’s), and these pages she tore from whichever typewriter had produced them and quickly recycled. But other lives were singular and thrilling: the epic lives of men who went to war, or battled bulls, or landed large fishes; the tripped-out lives of Beat poets, trapped inside their fever dreams; the postapocalyptic lives of stoic fathers and sons, struggling to survive in the ruins of a once-great land.

			Where could they be coming from? Lying in bed at night, drunk on whiskey and the clamor of words, she remembered that this was how she’d felt when she was starting out as a writer, banging away on an old Smith-Corona into the wee hours, fueled by youthful ambition. As if anything were possible. Now she wondered if her mother had felt this way, too, when she was young and working on her sonnets. Thoughts like these made sleep difficult.

			The machines were old, and when a key got stuck or the carriage jammed, all output stopped. She went on Reddit, downloaded PDFs of vintage typewriter repair manuals, and bought tools and parts on eBay. She watched YouTube videos and learned how to take the typewriters apart, and as her knowledge of their inner workings grew, she became obsessed with finding the mechanism of origin—the source of all these lives and stories—but it eluded her, until—

			Just then, the sound of someone fumbling with the porch lock interrupted my reading. It was my husband, Oliver, who had arrived on the late train from the city, where he teaches. We see each other on the weekends. Sometimes he comes here, and sometimes I go there. We’ve been married for a long time, and this arrangement suits us. I put the book down and went to greet him and pour him a beer, and we got to talking. Later, as I was brushing my teeth before bed, I caught sight of my reflection in the mirror and realized I looked nothing like the typing lady after all. Over the long weekend, her short-story collection got buried beneath the stack of unopened mail my husband brought back from the city, and I forgot all about it. When he left and I had time to read again, I remembered the book and went to look for it. I couldn’t find it anywhere. Thinking Oliver might have taken it by mistake, I texted him to ask.

			“It’s called The Typing Lady,” I typed. “It has a picture of a typewriter on the cover.”

			“Nope. Not here.”

			Frustrating. I hate it when things go missing, which may be why I couldn’t stop thinking about it. I found myself wondering how the story ended, and whether the typing lady (the protagonist) had found what she was looking for inside her machines. I went online and checked the library database, but there was a two-month wait, so I didn’t bother placing a hold. I could have bought another copy, but I couldn’t bring myself to spend money on something I already owned. I’m stubborn that way.

			And then, a few weeks later, I had a dream. I was in the typing lady’s house, though I wasn’t sure whether it was the house of the writer or her protagonist. Probably the latter, because her dining room table was covered with typewriters and typewriter parts, as it had been in the story. The light was dim, but I could make out piles of typebars and striker keys, platens and rollers, spool nuts and thumbscrews, assorted knobs and ribbons. There were jars filled with tools: small wrenches, screwdrivers, and needle-nose pliers. There were springs, bands, bells, and hundreds of tiny parts in dishes. There were cleaning supplies too: oil cans, bottles of methylated spirits, stiff brushes, soft brushes, and an assortment of cloths.

			Amid all this sat the typing lady. She was hunched over the carapace of a matte-black antique typewriter, but I couldn’t see the make. She was wearing an old-fashioned monocular loupe over one eye, the kind a watchmaker or a jeweler might use, and she had a headlamp strapped to her forehead. In her right hand she held a butter knife, and in the left a pair of long surgical forceps. The bright LED beam was aimed at the interior of the machine. Carefully she inserted the forceps into the hollow, followed by the blade of the knife. I took a step closer, aware of a low, liquid throbbing sound, which seemed to emanate from the workspace in front of her, though it might only have been a bass track from some ambient electronica playing in the background. I tried to look over her shoulder, and although I still couldn’t get close enough to see what she was doing inside, I did recognize the label identifying the typewriter as a Remington Rand. She seemed to be probing for something with the forceps, and then she must have found it, because she started teasing it out with the butter knife, the way you might winkle a clam from its shell. Slowly she withdrew the forceps, and I could see an object dangling from the tips. It was small, red, and glistening, and it seemed to be squirming, as if alive, though perhaps that was only the trembling of the typing lady’s hand. Her breath caught, but then she steadied herself, transferring the object to the flat blade of the knife and bringing it closer to her face to inspect it—and that’s when I got a better look at it too. It lay on the blade, bright red against the stainless steel. It was still squirming, and at first I thought it was the tip of a tongue, but looking more closely, I saw it was a tiny living heart.

			The typing lady stared at it, and her eyes filled with tears. “Is that you?” she whispered. The tiny heart didn’t answer. It looked tired. The typing lady closed her eyes. “I’m sorry,” she said, and then, as I watched, she brought the blade to her lips, slid the heart into her mouth, and swallowed.

			…

			It was a creepy, shockingly vivid dream, and the image of that tired heart, beating on the end of the blade, haunted me for days. Have you had dreams like that—ones that linger and cloud your waking hours? Don’t you wonder where they come from? What they mean?

			Clearly, the image was connected to the typing lady’s mother and to her hopeful sonnets and her terrible rhymes, but why, then, did my subconscious create a scenario in which the daughter eats her mother’s heart?

			Is this what children do?

			My mother had dreams. Yours probably did too—dreams and aspirations, ambitions they set aside in order to have us. My mom lived a long life and died just shy of ninety. I think she was happy, or at least happy enough. I know she had moments of happiness. She tried to write a memoir once, but I don’t think her heart was in it. She also had a typewriter. I don’t remember what kind it was, and neither did she. At the end of her life, she had Alzheimer’s, so there was much that she forgot.

			I never did find the typing lady’s book, so I don’t know what befell her or her protagonist. But this author’s note is not really about their stories. It’s about yours and mine, about how, when we read a story, we bring our own lives to bear on it and make it ours, no matter what the writer might have intended. Stories are like that. They are collaborations between people who read and people who type. They are how we co-create each other and dream ourselves into being.

		

	
		
			The Anthropologist’s Kid

			There used to be this joke at Yale that in order to get tenure in the Anthropology Department you had to have an “Oriental” wife. Nowadays, of course, it’s not okay to use that word, but this was back in the olden days, when we used language like that, and mostly it was the Oriental wives who told this joke and found it funny. Everyone knew there was truth in it. After the war, many of the tenured anthropologists had married Asian women, and if you included all the graduate students and untenured teaching staff—the assistants, associates, and adjuncts who, by accident or design, had mimicked the marital predilections of the senior faculty—their numbers achieved some statistical significance.

			The anthropologists were all white guys.

			They were tall white guys with stooped shoulders and sunburned necks they protected from the foreign rays with folded kerchiefs. Their skin, leathery from years in the field, had the crosshatched texture of plucked chickens. Their thin, sand-colored hair was matted with sweat and stuck to their high, receding foreheads when they took off their pith helmets. Some of them worked for the CIA.

			I’m just kidding. They didn’t really wear pith helmets, at least not at home. At home, in New Haven, our dads wore tweed jackets with fraying cuffs, elbow patches, and missing buttons—buttons that their wives, our moms, deftly repaired with quick, Asian fingers, sucking their teeth and muttering all the while in their various tongues.

			Our moms were indeed various. They were Japanese and Korean and Burmese. They were Filipina and Fujianese, Maldivian and Malay. Some of them had been students. Others worked as secretaries or linguistic informants for their husbands. A few had PhDs and taught. All of them knew how to type, catalog, and file. Here is something else they had in common: They were all considerably shorter than their husbands.

			Anthropology Department parties were exotic affairs, tribal gatherings much envied by other faculties at Yale. When a political science or mathematics professor was invited to dinner, or graduate students from econ or English lit infiltrated one of our cocktail parties, they stood out like sore thumbs, made instantly conspicuous by their tall, blond wives. In the days before cheap ethnic cuisine—before sushi and pad thai and shawarma and falafel became available on every street corner in New Haven—these departmental outsiders came to sample our anthropological fare. They came to eat our roasted meat on skewers, to dip their shrimp chips into our strange sauces. Because when an Oriental wife cooked even something as mundane as meat loaf, you could be sure it had a hidden kick to it, something peppery and piquant.

			Our mothers were narrow and neat. They wore sheathlike shifts with small stand-up collars and cap sleeves. They wore cat-eye glasses that accentuated the slant of their eyes. They had dark hair that they kept bobbed or cropped or curled with chemical permanent waves in an Occidental style. They held themselves as carefully as they held their drinks, never spilling a drop. They were quick, bright, and birdlike, compared with our slow-moving, long-limbed, observant fathers. We, their dusky, half-breed children, slipped among their adult legs like eels in seagrass. We fed from the circulating trays and ogled our guests, those exotic non-anthropological Others. We snapped up shrimp toast and small dumplings, trying to avoid the sharp eyes and pinching fingers of our mothers, who could scold us in so many languages and never hesitated to do so.

			My best friend in the department was a girl named Fatima, who was half Filipina. Her mother was a Moro from Mindanao, and Fatima used to tell people that she was a cannibal. She and I were always trying to one-up each other, shuffling through our ancestors’ ethnographic traits and hurling exoticisms down onto the table like baseball cards.

			“My grandpa had a samurai sword,” I told her once. “He could have cut your grandpa up into little pieces.”

			She stared at me and shook her head. “Nah,” she said. “My grandpa woulda ate your grandpa for breakfast and digested him and pooped him out before lunch.”

			What could you say to that?

			I was named Joji after my Japanese grandfather, but everyone called me Georgie, or Georgie-boy, which I hated. Fatima had an American name, too—Norma—but as the son of an anthropologist, I was drawn to authenticity, so I insisted on using her Muslim name when we were together. She let me, as long as I promised not to call her that in school. She told me that in the Philippines she had always been just Fatima, but when she came here, the kids called her Fatty. She wasn’t fat at all—in fact, she was tiny—still, it bothered her just the same. That was before America toughened her up.

			Her mom couldn’t drive, and my mom had a job at the museum, so after school we hung around the Anthropology Department and waited for our dads to finish teaching so they could drive us home. The department was located at 51 Hillhouse Avenue, next to the president’s mansion. It was housed in an old wooden folly of a building, bristling with turrets and arches and pinnacles and dentil moldings. It’s brown now, but back then it was painted a dark yellow that always looked faded, and it had a huge, heavy pair of oaken doors that I couldn’t open by myself until I was seven.

			Inside, a wide staircase rose through the middle of the building, with a swooping banister we could slide down when classes were over and no one was watching. In the winter we played in one of the empty seminar rooms or in my dad’s office. The secretaries let us type on their typewriters. They gave us scrap paper to draw on, and sometimes, if we begged them, they let us help run the mimeograph machine. That was our favorite. We loved the smell of the purple ink. You could almost get high on it.

			In early summer, when the weather turned hot and the New Haven air grew as thick and muggy as a tropical rainforest, we sat on the splintery wooden steps of the department building and talked. The large casement windows in the downstairs classrooms were kept open in the heat, and we could hear our dads inside, droning on about kinship systems or totemism or sexual taboos. When we got bored, we played hopscotch or bounced our Super Balls on the sidewalk in front. There was one particular spot of pavement that sounded hollow and therefore, we reasoned, must contain something hidden or lost: a vast store of untold treasure; votive statuary in solid gold; jewel-encrusted amulets; exquisite trinkets and baubles. Being anthropologists’ kids, we knew all about these things.

			“It’s right under here,” I told Fatima, bouncing. “Can you hear it?”

			Beneath the thin skin of the sidewalk, the cavity resounded. If we could only reach it and uncover its riches, we would be so celebrated! Our fathers would run from their classrooms, trailed by their graduate students. They would shake their heads and marvel—Imagine! A discovery this important, made by mere children!—while our mothers would smile knowingly.

			“Yes,” Fatima said. “How are we going to get it out?”

			Fatima had an annoying tendency to get mired in practicalities, but she had a point. This, however, was my area of expertise, since my dad was more on the archaeological side of anthropology, whereas hers leaned more toward the cultural.

			“We have to launch an expedition,” I told her. “We have to secure funding. We’ll apply for a grant. We’ll hire graduate students to do the digging.”

			I pictured the moment when the square of pavement would be lifted like a lid to reveal not just the treasure, but an entire ancient world below—a world where boys like me were princes, lying under canopies on silken divans with ropes of gold draped around our necks, while beautiful Egyptian slave girls with palm fronds fanned our languid bodies. It shames me to think of these childhood fantasies now, but back then these images were rife on TV, in the movies, and in our comic books. We never questioned them.

			Fatima looked skeptical. “What if there’s no treasure?”

			“There’s treasure. Just listen.” I bounced my Super Ball on the adjacent concrete and the sound was solid and dense. Then I tried the spot in question, which gave a hollow echo. “See?”

			“What if it’s just a hole.”

			I wanted to hit her. “It’s not,” I said. I found a stick and crouched to dig into a crumbling patch of cement, uprooting a tuft of grass that had withered in the heat. “It’s filled with stuff, I promise.”

			Fatima watched me. “You know,” she said, “even just one diamond, if it was big enough, could be worth millions of dollars.”

			I considered this possibility. “I’m sure there’s at least two,” I told her. It was my hole. I could afford to be generous.

			“Well, even if there is treasure, we can’t keep it,” she said.

			“We won’t. We’ll sell it.”

			And I knew exactly how I would spend my millions. I would buy the Adventures in Chemistry! set that I’d seen in the toy department at Malley’s. The deluxe edition had a picture on the box of an earnest-looking, blue-eyed boy in shorts with a blond cowlick. I wanted to be him, and if I couldn’t be him, then I wanted his chemistry set. It came with forty-nine different chemicals, test tubes you could display on a rack, and a booklet with more than 1,500 experiments that would teach the young chemist everything from nuclear physics and atomic energy to glassblowing. I was going to turn my bedroom into a lab and learn how to blow things up. I was going to make a fortune inventing enormous Super Balls that would bounce me to the moon. I was going to concoct a special potion that would make me as fair as the chemistry boy, or as dark and beautiful as Fatima.

			She shook her head. “You can’t,” she said.

			“Why not?”

			“ ’Cause you have to make the treasure available to science, so that other people can study it and benefit. You have to donate it to a museum or something.”

			She was right, of course, but her high-minded principles were cramping my infinite chemical potentiality, and I resented her for that. Without the sale of at least one large diamond I would never be able to buy the deluxe edition of Adventures in Chemistry!, and without it, my world contracted abruptly.

			“We won’t tell them,” I said. “We’ll turn over most of the stuff but just keep one gem each…”

			Fatima frowned and pushed forward her lower lip, which I admired for its plumpness and purplish tinge. “It’s wrong to keep secrets,” she said. Fatima was a bit square, which could get on a person’s nerves. “They’d find out, and then we’d be in trouble.”

			“So what? We’d be rich. It wouldn’t matter.”

			I was always the bold one. I was the boy, after all, and almost eleven, a full year older than she was. And my dad was the chairman of the department, and her dad didn’t even have tenure. Usually I could make Fatima do what I said, but not always.

			…

			The day the two men in suits showed up at the department, we were in the supply room on the second floor, sniffing Magic Markers and stealing chalk. We were going to make a secret map with invisible ink, leading to our treasure, but first we had to mark the spot on the sidewalk with an X, which is why we needed the chalk. The markers

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/images/9780593832721_title_page.jpg
THE
TYPING
LADY

And
Other
Fictions

Ruth Ozeki

VIKING







OEBPS/images/9780593832721_cover.jpg
Author of A TALE FOR THE TIME BEING

Ruth
0zeki

THE TYPING LADY






